The Sparrow °% 

A single sparrow lies dying while the busy world notices nothing in particular. 
Located only a few feet away none of its kind notices anything outside of myopic self- 
interest as they fight, compete, and jockey for position at a feeding station. The 
struggling bird’s efforts grow less labored until it lies motionless. Shallow breathing 
strains to a whisper in matching the rhythm of faint heartbeats... Passing away is a 
solitary crossing, always. Only a sufferer — uniquely — experiences that and nothing can 
take the journey in his, her, or its place. The cacophony attracts a feral cat seeking an 
easy meal. In nearing the feeder, a fearful flock scatters escaping to nearby treetops. 
Safely perching well above the unwelcome intruder, it passes time screeching rude 
obscenities at the trespass. Momentarily distracted by the fuss, hungry cat wanders in 
closer before spotting the grounded sparrow. More often than not, ending a life requires 
much suffering and dying. The bird and cat are fortunate in each ones respective 
circumstance. Such opportunities come infrequently. Immediately and without 
resistance, before a final death rattle, cat mercifully pounces dispatching the distressed 
sparrow. Hunger, always the best seasoning, hastens feline appetite greedily devouring 
its meal. Leaving only a few feathers before wandering away to nap off largess of a 
comfortable belly, in parting cat thoughtfully glances at squawking, tree bound residents 
before resigning them to another day’s hunt. Once gone, the treed bird return to their 
feeding frenzy in an avian version of ‘The Rat Race.’ To them life’s earlier drama might 
never have been. An indifferent universe carries on and the world turns as though it did 
not. Circles in the sand washed from this world, which over time and tides rinse 
gracelessly away — nevermore. Another way to look at that is at birth everyone is DOA; 
only comic opera drama separates curtain rise from final fall in this world playhouse 
revue in Theater of the Absurd. Humans are much like our feathered friends in their 
methods of living. Without exception everyone faces dying and death single-handedly. 
Sick and dying suffer out-of-sight and mind. Exception to that is a rare compassionate 
person who simply is there for a departing soul. Often presence of another kindred heart 
is a world’s difference between peace and torment when transcending into the hereafter. 
Impious saviors of medicine, religion, cults, and even family do so for a price: one’s 
serenity. They sit as vultures or hyenas do waiting to devour and clean up a lucky foray, 
as did our above-mentioned, untamed cat. In such case, a body is better off absent such 
worries to finishing a careworn life — echoing away — never passing this way again — 
forevermore. 


